48                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

antique seal, because you have refused every-
thing that I have asked for.

XXVII.

PARIS, Saturday^ November, 1842.
YOU ought to see me, if only to get out
of the atmosphere of flattery in which you
are living. We ought to go together some
day to the museum to see Italian paintings.
It would be a great advantage to you to
have me for a cicerone.

XXVIII.

PARIS, November) 1842.
I WOULD like to know what you are doing.
When I see you so learned in Greek and in
German, I conclude that you are very lone-
some, and spend your life with books and
some learned professors to explain them to
you.

XXIX.

PARIS, December 2, 1842.
THERE is a graceful tale in an old Spanish
novel.    A barber had a shop at the angle ofutions, this one will end as you will,
